KABLOONA
Old Tutiak arrived one day with four foxes. The whole col-
ony followed him into the Store, and when we were all present,
and he had taken a good look round as if to ask, 'Is everybody
ready?' Tutiak flung two foxes at once boldly and magnani-
mously on the counter.
6 My debt/ he said simply; and he turned to left and right as
if to say, 'That's the sort of man I am.' Instinctively I looked
for applause, and certainly his audience were enormously im-
pressed Paddy, I must say, was no less impressed than the
others, for to find Tutiak out of debt was something new in his
career. The remaining foxes were traded, and when all was
over, the foxes out of sight, and Paddy was preparing to leave
the Store, Tutiak began his little game.
He had not taken the necessaries of life in trade, because he
knew well enough that Paddy would be forced to give them to
him. Ah! he grunted suddenly. Tea! He had no tea! How
could a man take the trail in this season — brr! — without tea?
It was unthinkable, wasn't it?
And he turned to his audience who nodded assent. Tutiak
was perfectly right. A man could not take the trail without tea,
and a Post Manager who let him take the trail without tea
would be an evil man.
"And tobacco!' Tutiak added. How much had he left? Afi-
ki-luk, very little. His hands fell into the shape of a round tin
containing less than an inch of tobacco.
There isn't much you can do about it. You cannot ignore
it. The others are there, staring at you and drawing up from
the depths of themselves that long Eskimo syllable of affirma-
tion, eh-eh-eh! Regretfully, you put down on the counter a
packet of tea and two tins of tobacco.
But the others have their eyes on Tutiak, too, and the star of
this comedy must play his part for all it is worth. A pocket-
knife! He was forgetting that his son had lost his pocket-knife.
('Ek-eh-eh!* from the chorus.) And a file, of course, a file. Ah!
That's it. Jfa-ma~kto: very good. The Kabloona is a man of
heart, a man who understands.
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